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AUTHORS ore partial to their Wit, tis true ;-- 
But are not CRITICS to their Judgment to? 
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Good-nature and good Senſe for ever join; 
To err is human, to forgive, divine. : 
PoE. 
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T. GEN E ; 


LADIES 


O Adi ye Genile; Young, and Fair, | 

| I dedicate my Lays ; 1 3 

O deign my feeble Song to hear, . 5 
And my low Numbers raiſe ! | 


You my advent'rous Moſe inſpi ang: cf eu 
You ilar her e ing, 'T 
Without your chearing Smiles ſhe'll tire, 
And drop her Infant, Wing. 


If You her humble Flight N 
The Critic the defies, 
But if your Scorn her Sonnets move, 


She moans herſelf, and dies. 
A 


DEDICATION. 


Whene'er in painting Beauty's Charm 
Too languid flows my Verſe, "3 
Tis not for Want of Love that warms, 
But Want pt Words t expreſs, EY 


iv 


No gilding Arts five Greece or Rome 
Adorn my feeble Rhymes, 

My hapleſs Muſe, confin'd at Home, 
Ne'er ſought remoter Climes. 


Sweet Mover of poetic Song, 
Fair Nature, I obey, 
She leads my raptur'd Thoughts along 
Thro' Fancy's flow'ry Way. 


Happy, when near ſweet gurg ling Rills, 
Sequeſter d in the Shade, 

I fing of Meadows, Groves, and Hills | 
If Phæbus lend his 44 : | 


oy chief attend, ado. rapt from Earth, 

| try ſublimer Themes; 

Thar Bo Pow'r ſupreme, who gave You Birth, 
Your loftieſt Honours claims. 


* 


He rais'd your ſoft engaging Form, 
Plac'd Conqueſt in your Eyes, 
Bid ev'ry blooming Feature charm, 
And ev'ry Grace ſurprize. 


Still 


72 
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DEDICATION. 


Still nobler Beauties in your Breaſt, 
That ev'ry Beauty crown, 

The Virtues, with Devotion grac'd, 

His Favour. boundleſs own.  _ 


- — — 


But ſhould, beneath a Task fo great, 
The Muſe ſucceſsleſs prove, 

Pity an untaught Poet's Fate ; --- 
Your Pzty's next your Love. 
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*,* I ought to apologize for the diſproportionable 
Length of this Dedication, which was originally in- 
tended to uſher in a much larger Collection of 

POEMS | | 
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Miſcellaneous P O E MS 


The VISION. 
Or Univerſal CN DoR and BENE VvOLENcE. 


7 W AS Noon, and Phebus with un- 
clouded Blaze 
Around intenſely beam'd his fervid 
Ra \ 
Now languid Flocks 1 had left the dy Glade, 
And, Food neglecting, panted in the Shade. 
No Billows danc'd along the lazy Flood, 
And ſilent Thruſhes ſought the inmoſt Wood. 
As on a verdur'd Bank ſupine I la 
Hid from the burning Feryor of 8 Day, 
All Nature now was huſh'd, a bonding 
Stream 
Lull'd me to Reſt, and wrapt me in a Dream. 


Straight to my Sight unnumber'd Domes aroſe, 
Magnificent, and regular in Rows, 
In Gothic Forms the larger Pycs were wrought, 
And awful pleas'd, wich labour d Greatneſs 


fraught. 
As 
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As with delighted Eyes I view'd the Place, 

An antient Temple met my ardent Gaze, 

To which, as Choice directed, Thouſands came 
Jointly to praiſe the Great, Eternal Name; 

Nor far from thence a lowly Building ſtood, 

Where Others ſerv'd the fame All- ruling Gop: 

In Modes tho” various, yet tõ Peace inclin'd, | 
Each Side allow'd the Freedom of the Mind ; 

Each, from the Dictates of an honeſt Breaſt, 

Their Maker prais'd, and cenſur'd not the Reſt. 


A King they had, and crown'd by publick 
Voice, 

Worthy to rule, and happy in their Choice. 

Monarch as well as Subjects Laws reſtrain'd, 

And each a juſt Prerogative maintain d; 

The God-like Man no wild Ambition mov'd, 
Lovd thoſe he rul'd, by thoſe he rul'd belov'd. - 

'Tho' prone to Peace the People, yet in Fight 

Brave to defend their own and Sovereign's Right. 

True to the Public, to his Monarch juſt, 

Unbrib'd, the Patriot held the public Truſt, 


Each would attempt but what he underſtood, 
As Genius led, each Man his Art purſu'd. 
Age was benevolent, and conſtant Youth, 
And Schools but reaſon'd to unveil the Truth; 
Stript of her falſe Diſguiſe, Truth, heav'n-born 
Maid 
Charm'd, in her native Lovelineſs array'd. 
This happy Place no hated Faction bred, 
Aſham'd, ev'n private Scandal hid her Head ; * 
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If Scandal here was known; for ſome declar'd . 
They never once of ſuch a Monſter heard. | 
— of Home, no wand'ring Matron ſought 
To publiſh or diſcern Another's Fault, 

Nor Tale invidious told; and Virgins here 

For Virtue fam'd, were thought the only Fair. 
To do her Neighbour Good each Boſom glow'd, 
Nor known to them the Epithet of Proud. 

Each Sex, Religion, each Profeſſion ſtrove, 
Harmanious, ſtall 1 in Friendſhip's Orb to move. 


No higher Wiſh ſwell'd my exulting Breaſt 
Than here, ſerene, their ſocial Joys to taſte ; 
But black'ning Storms th' inclement Sky o er?) 
ſpread, 
The quick, red Lightning flaſh'd around my 
Head, 
Loud, deep'ning Thunder roll'd, and all the 
Vifion fled. 7 


3 BENEVOLENCE, cceleſtial Grace, 
Thou kind Cementer of the human Race, | 
Effulgence of the Godhead ! Heav'nly-fair ! 
Fountain of Pleaſure, Comfort in Deſpair, 
Lovelieſt Reſemblance of our Maker Thou, 
The brighteſt Virtue of the Good below; ; 
Thee ev'n th' Abandon' d loves; unchear'd by 

Thee, 
Where could for Grace imperfect Virtue flec ? 
Ye gentle Minds, who feel the gen'rous Flame, 
It's all-diffuſive, placid Joys proclaim ; 


Say 
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Say how it prompts unſelfiſh to relieve, 
Unſought to pardon, and unaſk'd to give. 

How does it chear You at the good Man's Peace, 
The wiſe Man's Honour, and the Poor's Increaſe ! 
Virtue belov'd ! return, with me abide, 

| Glow in my Breaſt, and all my Actions guide; 
That mild Forbearance I from Others want, 
Chearful, to Others let me ever grant; ; 
Teach me to ſoften at the Brave diſtreſt, 

The Orphan injur'd, and the Meek oppreſt. 


On the SPRING. 
T H Y kind Approach, ſweet- breathing 


Spring, 
My waking Muſe attempts to ſing; 
Thou doſt her Notes inſpire ; 
Hail, of the ſmiling Year Firſt-born ! 
Thy Face ten Thouſand Charms adorn, 
How lovely thine Attire ! 


The Fountains thou unlock'ſt, and lo, 

The Streams in filent Wand'rings flow 
The humble Meads along; 

His Pipe each Shepherd Swain prepares, 

To tune thy Praiſe in grateful Airs, 

His liſt ning Flocks among, 


B On 


That gentle Pow'r, who Al prevails 0 
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On Earth's green Boſom from each Flowr 

The Morning Dews -mellifluent pour, 

And Fragrance breathe around; 

From weſtern Climes mild Breezes play, 
And fan the bloomy Face of May, 

While Phebus warms the oped s: 


Fair Spring, and thy Fakes Siſter, Love, 
How o'er the Fields ye ſport and rove, 
To charm each ſoften'd Breaſt 


The Nymphs and Shepherds of the Plains 


Ye fill with ſweetly-pleaſing Pains, 
And make em doubly bleſt. 


Me now, ſome gentle Spirit, bear 
To yonder Grove; be Phæbe there, 
And bleſs the friendly Sade; 
To move the Heart with Love-fraught Tales, 
O move the beauteous Maid 


"Tis done; — the beauteous Maid appears, | 


Baniſh'd at once be all my Fears, 
My flutt'ring Heart be fill; 
What Language can my Love expreſs ? 


Nature, plead thou my ſoft Diſtreſs, 


Tell all the Pangs I feel. 


Welcome, my Phæbe, to the Shades; 
For You the Spring. each Beauty ſpreads, 
How gaily - {miles the Field ! 


FA 
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See new-blown Beauties Roſes wear, 
Their purpled Heads ſee Vi'lets rear, 
And chearing Fragrance yield. 


Hark ! how the mated Birds rejoice, 
And with their uninſtructed Voice 
| Our ravith'd Souls delight; 
While thro' the Woods and verial Groves 
Echo repeats their harmleſs Loves, 
From Morn to duſky Night. 


Shall new-blown Beauties deck the Roſe, 
Vrlets their purpled Heads diſcloſe, 
Our Sight and Smell to pleaſe | ? 
And pleas'd, will Phæbe never {mile ? 
O ſooth my anguiſh'd Heart a-hile f 
Reſtore me to my Peace. 


Their ſofteſt Songs ſhall Birds repeat, 
And joyous court the feather'd Mate, 
Nor tune their Voice in vain; 
And, Phabe, will not You comply ? 
O let not Ben hapleſs die 
The Object of Diſdain 


= THE 
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T : H+ :K 
COMPARISON. 


ELIN DAs fair, excelling fair, 
Pity that ſhe's imperious too 
* has a graceful Air, 


But ſtill ke Vows of "Love untrue, 


In Delia's Soul Good-nature.. ls 
In Sappho's, ever-ſparkling Wit; 


But Delia all ſhe knows reveals, 


Sappbo, alas ! is all Conceit. 


5 


Coſimelia's ſxill'd in Arts of Dreſs, 


While her fair, naked Mind's neglected ; 


Once Phryne had a Shape to pleaſe, 


Till, ſpoil'd, her Failing it detected. 


In Phyebe's ever conſtant Breaſt 


Their Graces, ſweetly-blended, meet, 


By all their F alles! unpoſſeſt, 


She ſhines a Character compleat. 


; * 
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The VO W. © Tv Phœbe. 


All my Soul with Love ſurprize, 
Hear a wounded Shepherd's Vow, 
Wounded Hearts are ever true ; 

By all the gentler Pow'rs above, 
"Tis You, and You alone, I love, 


By the virgin, bluſhing Grace, 
Gaily wand'ring o'er your Face 
By that Glance, and eaſy Smile, 
Which my wiſhing Heart beguile ; 
And all the gentler Pow'rs above, 
*Tis You, and You alone, I love. 
By your graceful-riſing Neck, 
As the gloſſy Pheaſant ſleek ; 
By your Boſom, ſoft and fair, 
By the Cupids ſporting there; 
And all the gentler Pow'rs above, 
Tis You, and You alone, I love, 


By the Lilly of thoſe Arms, 

Lovely Type of virtuous Charms ! 

By that active, crimſon Tide, 

From your panting Heart ſupply'd ; 
And all the gentler Pow'rs above, 
?Tis You, and You alone, I love, 


AIREST Nymph! whoſe beamy Eyes 


2 — "Py * * 


By that ſoft, ambroſial Kiſs, 
That inſpires the heart felt Blifs; po 
By your Soul-diſſolving Sighs, 
That from kind Compaſſion rife ; 
And all the gentler Pow'rs above, 
-?Tis You, and You alone, 1 love. 


By the Gences of your Mind; 

Innocence and Love refin'd, 

By your Prudence, Truth, and by 

The Queen of Charms, your Modeſty; 
And all the gentler Pow'rs above, 
"Tis You, and. You alone, I love. 
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a Colin”: admiring Phœbe'r 


* 


Habe SA Beauty- ev'ry Charm n 


But ſhines a Demi-Goddeſs when ſhe dreſſes; . 


Colin admires the Fair, and looks, and ſighs, 


And all the Lover wanders in his Eyes; 
Charm'd, ev'n to Rapture, with the tinſel Blaze 


Of the gay Ribbon; Subject of his Praiſe. 
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Ever, fond Vouth, the gilded String admire ; 


| Diviner Charms my yielding Boſom fire: 


* 
— — 


That 
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That fair arch'd Brow, ſeren'd by infelt Peace ; 

That ſporting Bloom chat brightens in her Face; ; 

That Eye, untutor'd wantonly to roll, 

That filent ſpeaks the Wiſdom of the Soul ; 

That Breaſt humane, with ave, Goodnefs 
fraught ; 


That Mind, unſullyd with an enyious Thought; 


Mar Form majeſtic, ſoften d down to pleaſe, 
Which moves at once with Dignity and Eaſe. 
Theſe, and a Thouſand Charms my Muſe could 


name, 


Pierce dee P PF, Soul, and wake the Lover's Flame. 


No Fear this Spark and I ſhould Rivals-prove, 
He loves the Ribbon, I the Wearer love. 


Come, if you muſt admire, and till be urging, 


Take You the, N and leave Me * Virgin. 


wt 


To an U gly Woman Gaily dreſs d. 
AVE You not ſeen a Crab-tree Stick, 


Pluckt from an Hedge, or Foreſt chick, 
In Slouch's horny Fiſt deſpis d? 
But when in Foplings Hand, tis priz d, 
Prun'd, lacker'd, and gilt-headed. 
Thus, Madam, I approach You too 
(Since tis a Debt by Cuſtom due) 
With Complaiſance, and formal Bows, 
Not to your Perſon, but your Chaths 
So wond'rouſly brocaded, 


1 
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LOVE Conceal d. 


"HALL füll with Sighs my Boſom fel, 
My Eyes for ever fondly weep ? 


| And muſt I not my Paſſion tell? 


How can I, longer, Silence keep? 


In vain their Pow r my Eyes have try d, 
Have waſted half their youthful Beams; 
My tender Heart in vain has figh'd ; 
n neee dear Serepben ſeems, 
Oft as I view the charming Swain, 
Love wildly rages in'my Breaſt ; 
I feel a fierce, tumultuous Pain, 


That makes me ſtill deſpair of Reſt. 


And yet perhaps the Shepherd feels 


For me Love's ſoft Emotions riſe ; 
Fearful, the kindling Flame conceals, 
Nor tells his Paſſion with his Eyes. 


This Morn, from Reſt when Nature _ 
And open'd all her flow'ry Stores, 

Poor Lucia, Stranger to Repoſe, 
Betook her to th' n Bowers. 
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There on the Boughs a Linnet ſat, 
Warbling in fofteſt Airs his = 
To his dear, IMoing; feather' d Mate, 
Who lem d * am rous Lays t approve, 


Thrice happy Birds ! of * Reſt, 
Of mutual Love and Bliſs ſecure; 
With peaceful Joys ye ſtill are bleſt, 
Nor Grief, nor jealous Rage endure. 


But ah! the weeping Lucia walks, 
Unmated, thoughtiul, and alone; 
Now to herſelf in Silence talks, 
Now makes to n Winds her Moan. 


17 


Fly, ſwifteſt Winds, to Strephon fly, 
And breathe my Paſhon's in his Far; 
You'll move him does your ſofteſt Sigh, 
Or Luca n to Dare. 


Ve Streams that enen thro the Vale, 
Then circle round this cooling Shade, 
O! murmur forth my hopeleſs Tale, 
In Pity to a Love-ſick Maid. 


Whiſper his Dreams, while here he ſleeps, 
In ſweeteſt Cadence as ye roll, 

« Lucia for Strephon ſacred keeps 
Ihe firſt-born Softneſs of her Soul,” 


fo His 


18 
His charming Pipe when Strephon tries, 
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Ye. Birds, that pleas'd e him ene ; 


O! ſing, © for Serephon Lucia dies,” 


And bid the Shepherd haſte away. 


Advice to a YounG Lapr. 
(Theſe Lines were publiſh'd ſomewhat differently in 
the Gentleman's Magazine for June, I * 7. 


OUNG: Inſpirer of a Paſſion, 
Modeſt, noble, and ſincere; 

Let for once (ſince 'tis the Faſhion) 

Humble Verſe approach the Fair. 


Let an honeſt Swain adviſe You ; | 
Shun affected Arts to charm ; 

Then the worthy Man will prize You ; 
He alone your Breaſt ſhould warm. 

3 

Ever ſcorn the pretty Fellow, 
Noiſy, pertly-vain, and bold; 

She who weds Sir Simon Shallow, 

MMeds not Simon, but his Gold. 


Be your Soul the Seat of Science, 

| Empreſs there let Reaſon reign ; 
Keep with Virtue ſtrict Alliance, 

Nor Humility diſdain. 


Soft 


80 
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Soft and moving as each Feature 
Let your Words unſtudy'd flow, 
Mild and gentle as your Nature 
Be your well- tim d Wiſdom too. 


Why ſhould I adviſe in Dreſſing? 
Decency will be your Guide 
She can render You ſo pleaſing, 
As will ſhame the Phantom Pride, 


Leave, fair Virgin, would you give me, 

I this Truth could boldly tell: 

% Keep ſuch Rules, and then, believe me, 
„ Youlll all Womankind excel. h 


—_ 


9 a LADY who painted. 


O U mourn the Roſes, once fo fair 

Now on your wrinkled.Cheeks decay'd ; 
Nor can your Toil one Charm repair ; 
Know, borrow'd Beauties ſooneſt fade. 


The Sun, that gives pure Beauty Grace, 
And Charms to ev'ry op'ning Flow'r, 
Will melt the Colours on your Face, 
And all their Lovelineſs devour. 


Still would You ſhine a charming Maid, 
Your long-negle&ted Mind adorn, 

Bid ſweet Good-nature lend her Aid, 
Nor Affectation move our Scorn. 
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BN H E 
Forcrvixo NYMPH. 


E Virgin Souls, with h friendly Tears 
Lament the bl ooming Lucia gone; 

Good- nature, Virtue, Senſe were hers, 

With ev'ry Charm beneath the Sun. 


Heav'n, to compleat the gentle Dame, 
Form'd the dear Innocent all Love ; 
But O th' Intenſeneſs of the Flame! 
It did its own Deſtroyer prove. 


Yet with her lateſt Breath ſhe cry d, 
Ah lovely cruel Swain adieu 


May gracious Heav'n be {till thy Guide, 


Forgive thy Faults, and make thee true, 


Thus in that fad, harmonious Hour, 
In which the Swan receives her Death, 
Reſign d ſhe ſings upon the Shore, 
And charms us with her 1 Breath. 


+ 
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An EIO RAM. 


Ummon'd by Fate when Marg'ret dy d. 
And Duſt to fellow Duſt was thrown, 

Th' attending, Huſband: wept and ſigh'd, 

And made a loud and piteous Moan. 


Thus ſpake the Prieſt to chear his Soul: 

” 15 dry thoſe fondly-weeping Eye: ; 
Let this thy mighty Grief controul, 

“ Know, ſhe'll again to Life ariſe, 


Alas! Im quite undone, he ſaid, 
O Woman! endleſs Plague to Man; 
Heav'n knows, long fince I've wiſh'd — dead; 
Ye Powers! and will ſbe ** _ ? 


* r 


1 — 0 7 


CoLiNn to ROSALIN PDA. 
The ABSENT LOVER. 


AI L! thou dear Nymph, whoſe melting 
Charms 


Did firſt my fofteſt Paſſion move; 
Whoſe Image ſtill my Boſom warms, 
And ſtill commands my Soul to love. 


Sweet 
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Sweet, cruel Maid, tho' your Diſdain 
il * me from your Sicht; 4 
| Your lov'd ©" will remain 


To mock me with the paſt Delight. 


Where can I fly, Dear Charmer, where, 
O! tell a Swain with Love oppreſt ! ! 
To ſhun th' Enchantments of my Fair, 
And calm the Tumult in my Breaſt ? 


To eaſe my Grief when Meads are ſought, 
The Meads my ſwelling Grief renew ; 

Each Object brings You to my Thought, 
And paints each riſing Branty © true. 


Lillies in ſpotleſs White appear, | 
Your Innocence of Soul t expreſs; 
Vi'lets the Sweetneſs treaſur'd there; 


Roſes each outward, blooming Grace. 


Lend me, ye gentle Youths | your Aid ; 

This Myſtery in Love explain ; 

Why ſhould a fair and virtuous Maid 
Prove faithleſs to a conſtant Swain ? 


11 Ah Colin ! did the Maid believe 

18 _ . That Truth and Love the Mind adorn ; 
_ = She would not let thee hopeleſs grieve, 

Nor thus thy humble Paſſion ſcorn. 


CHLoE's 
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Cnx.or's Anſwer to STREPHON's | 


EPISTLE. 


FTREPHON, when firſt I ſaw your tune- 
ful Page, x TE 
And found you fondly in my Praiſe engage, 
Charm'd with the pleaſing Sounds of Fair and 
Young, TY 3 
Methought I could not but admire the Song, 
Still to indulge a ſelf-approving Pride, 
That Foible of our Sex you've oft? decry'd, 
You vow'd you thought me faireſt of the Fair; 
O that your partial Strains had ended there ! 
For when I ſpring from Human to Divine, 
An Angel now, and now a Goddeſs ſhine, _ 
Mad to Deſpair, your Bz/let-doux I burn; 
Straight into Rage my ſofter Paſſions turn. 
If You, as well as love me, would pofleſs, 
You mult be greater, or I muſt be leſs; 
Let mefrom Goddeſs down to Woman leap, 
Or raiſe into a God your Mortalſbip. | 


* 


STREPHON 
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STREPHON | to SYLvI1A dreft 
ar ed White. 


8 this my Silvia all in White ? 

You now each Human Fair pes 
ou ſhine like Angels clad with Light 
And they a Cherub J Lad ace. 


. 


Angels as antient Stories tell,” 


Pl Off as they viſit Mortals Yee 
| Alone their Bri Shtneſs ne'er unveil, 


N ſhine 18 ee 85 fair. 


GE , gentle 88 irit, charming Nad, 
| 5 oh Treaſures = poſſeſs ; 
Her 1 5 ſuch Beau uty ne'er dif play 'd 


The rayyh'g Sight WP Peak 


Play n6t the Miſer's fooliſh Part, | 8 
Who, doating on his y — Duſt, 
Grieves, the long-hoarded —.— t' impart, 


And juſtly 3 is With Bleſſings curſt. 


Sure, ſhe's the weakeſt Maid alive 

That acts, unmov'd, the Miſer till ; 
His Wealth may laſt till F ifty-five, 

A Virgin s Beauty never will. 


. | On 
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On the Death of DEL1a's Lap-Dog. 


E virgin Fair! affiſt my Song; 

To You theſe mournful Lays belong, 
Your Politics I've little Skill in, 
And fince they're Trifles, I'm unwilling 

' To ling States fall'n, or Monarchs dead, 

E When Delic' PomMPeyY's breathleſs laid. 

The Law and School Divinity 
Are both too intricate for me. 
TIl not excite your nobler Paſſions 
With Praiſe of Romans, or of Grectans ; 
In Schools how Grecian Sages taught ; 
Or in the Field how Romans fought ; 
Nor fing of gentler Battles fought with 
Young Ladies --- or Sir Francis caught with --- 


A ſober Theme my Mule invites, 
In ſober Themes the Muſe delights ; 
But the whole N7ne can ſcarce expreſs 
Th unhappy Delia's fad Diſtreſs: | 
Poor Delia's Lap-Dog's dead --- and 411 
*Tis fear'd poor Delia's dying too. 


Pouprx, a darling, mournful Name, 
Of Lap-Degs not the leaſt in Fame, 
Of ev'ry Excellence poſſeſt, 
Unrivall'd reign'd in Delia's Breaſt; | 


. 
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She lov'd him, as ſhe us'd texpreſs it, 


Dear as my Soul and. Ol Heav'n bleſs it. 


Pop was like a Raven Black; 
Soft, gloſſy Hair adorn'd his Back, 
And 8 his Sides in Ringlets hung; 5 
Wide were his Ears, and very long; 


His Head was form'd orbicular; 


Each Eye ſhone bright as any Star. 


Pour, Companion dear 0 Miſs, 


Full oft was honour'd with a Kiſs; 


15 a Oft as in open Chaiſe and Pair 


The Damſel breath'd the purer Air, 


The little, buſy Thing was there. 


But now, alas]! poor PomMPEY”s dead, 
In fable Velvet ſtately laid, 
To mingle with unhallow'd Earth ; 
Farewel to Dignity and Birth ! 


Ye Gentle Pow'rs ! whoſe watchful Care 
Preſerves the Hapleſs, Young, and Fair, 
O eaſe the mourning Delid's Pain, 
Or POMPEY raiſe to Life again! 
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K ** 


On hearing AR MEN IA ſing, and 
play on the Harpſichord. 


0 AN brazen Strings ſo pow'rful prove, 
Such ſweet, inſpiring Sounds impart ? 
With vary'd Tremblings how they move! 
And ſoftly-Warbling charm the Heart! 


The brazen Strings now fitent lie, 

And ſleep extended on their Couch; 
But, hark ! they wake to Harmony, 

By fair Armenia's artful Touch. 


Her nimble, lilly Fingers give 
Their gently-captivating Sound, 
Which from her Soul they firſt receive, 
Where Love and Melody abound. 


The ſprightly Notes fo ſweet arife ! 

| So glorious all her Charms appear ! 
We feaſt with Love our raviſh'd Eyes, 
With bliſsful Strains the liſt ning Ear. 


But when her vocal Aid ſhe brings, 
Divineſt Muſick fires the Breaſt; 
Angels attend her as ſhe ſings, | 1 

And leave a-while their Seats of Reſt, s | 


+ The 4 
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The Empire of LOVE. 
OV E's the Delight of Human-kind, 
A Pow'r whom All obey ; 


Look thro' each Claſs of Men, you'll find 
His univerſal Sway. 


Love melts the dauntleſs Hero's Breaſt 

At Beauty's kindling Charms; 

Diſpels his Rage, and ſooths to Reſt 
His Envy and his Arms. 


His Politics the Stateſman flies, 
| The Court, and eke the City; 
Neer thinks of France or Spain, but ſighs 
For Chhe, fair and witty, 


* 


Tis Love the Poets Breaſt inſpires, _—_— 
Gives Muſick to his Numbers, 4 
With Hope his waking Fancy fires, 
. with, Rapture all "his Slumbers, 


Io thee Divines Obeiſance pay, 
And own thy Inſpiration, 
Yet gravely and demurely ſay, 
© Adore with Moderation,” 


The Young, the Old, the Fool, the 77 7M 
Pay Homage at thy Shrine; 
How num'rous are thy Votaries! ! 


'E * — is thine. 


% 
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The INVITATION. 


To BELIN DA. 


0 ME, Belinda, come my Fair, 
Let us to the Fields repair; 
See ! the ſmiling Skies invite us, 
Birds in ſweeteſt Strains delight us ; 
There, within a filent Grove, 
We'll enjoy unſpotted Love. 


Welcome to th' embow'ring Shades, 

Limpid Riv'lets, gaudy Meads, 

To the ſ weetly-ſolemn Grotts, 

Country Farms, and humbler Cots; 

Where, in all their native Pride, 

Peace, 'Contentment, Health reſide. 
Here, by Nature's Charms inſpir'd, 

And from buſy Man retir'd, 

We'll, unenvy'd, and alone, 


Feaſt on Pleaſures all our own. - 


Now the Morn juſt ope's her Eyes, 
Soft unfolds. the eaſtern Skies, 
Darts around the growing Ray, 
Till it ſpreads to perfect Day. 
— - — th' Horizon fair 
'ning Sun a 3 
8 2 pp Wakeful 
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Wakeful Larks with quiv'ring Wing 
Gently tow'ring,  gaily ſing, 

To th' Inſpirer of their Lays, 
Early, undiſſembling Praiſe: 

Shame to Man, a nobler Kind, 

Still to Indolence inclin'd ! 


Waking Beautics now are ſeen 


Smiling on the ſpangled Green; 


Here the Primroſe, there the Daily, 
Spread their vary'd Hues to pleaſe ye, 
Hony-ſuckles crown the Mead, 
Hedges ſmile with roſy Red, 
 Cowllips yellow'd o'er with Gold, 
Vilets all their Charms unfold : 

Now with chearing Rays the God 
Smiling from his high Abode, 

All their pearly Dews exhales, 

All their Lovelinets reveals, 


* we ve gain d the an Height 
Objects croud upon the Sight, 
Mingled Beauties from afar 
Pleaſe the wand'ring Fancy here : 
How delightful tis to gaze 
On each Charm in Nature s Face ! 


Wrapt hn; 0 Sight he, 
We'll the ſultry Neon beguile; 
| Bending Shades that round us grow, 
How they twine each friendly. Bough | | 
8 Tes G5 ebe Phabus 
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Phebus with meridian Blaze 

Darts unfelt his fervid Rays. | 
Zephyrs, winding thro' the Vale, 
Fan us with refreſhing Gale. IM” 
Hear the mirthful Black-bird Sing, 
Now no longer on the Wing, 
Sweetly ſing in yonder Buſh ;_ 

There, the ſprightly-warbling Thruſh 
Mounted on the bloomy Spray, 
Chaunts aloud his vary'd Lay; 

| While the Vallies all = | 
Soft return each echo'd Sound- 
Hark ! the Notes as round they fly, 
How ſerenely- ſweet they die 

Die upon the liſt ning Ear, 

Then diſſolve in empty Air. 


37 


. Now the gently- flowing Streams 
Huſh the Soul to pleaſing Dreams, 
Murm'ring as they creep along, 
Vocal to the Shepherd's Song. 


| What enchanting Strains are theſe 
That my Heart to Rapture raiſe ? 
Lovely Strains, how quick they wander, 
Riſing here, then falling yonder ! 
Wafted round the filent Dale, 
They a-down the Waters ſteal ; 
Ere the floating Muſick dies, 
Soft the 5 Notes ariſe; 
That Sound falling, riſing this, 
All my Soul is loſt in Bliſs. 


/ 
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O! *'tis Robinal, I be” 
Sat beneath the Hawthorn Tree, 
On his Pipe ſo ſweetly playing, a 


| To his Sheep ofer Meadows ſtraying. 


See the Shepherd's woolly Care 

To the running Stream repair, 
Gently bending o'er the Brink 
Of the running Stream to drink; 
While the little, ſportive Lambs 
Bleat, and fawn upon their Dams, 

Now along the vernal Mead 
See his Flocks the Shepherd lead, 
Lead em to the Fold at Eve', 
Chearful then the Meadows leave, 

, To his lowly Cot repair, 

And reſt him from diurna! Care. - . 


See! the ſwift⸗deſcending Sun 

Has almoſt his Circuit run; 
0 How he paints the weſtern Sky 
Glorious to the raviſh'd Eye |! 
How the ſweetly-blended ay 
Pleaſe the Sight a Thouſand Ways! 
Lo! the rich Vermilion fades; 
See ! 'tis chang'd to various Reds, 
Shaded with an azure Dye 
As it ſtreaks — the Sky. 


Silence now. in 'T riumph reigns 
Thro the Woods, and Oer the Plains: | 
* = ace 
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Perch'd upon the ſpreading Boughs, 
Wrapt in gentle, ſweet Repoſe, 
Here the feather'd Tribes repair, 
Undiſturb'd by Noiſe or Fear: 

While the wakeful Nightingale 

Tells, alone, her am'rous Tale, 

Tells it to the Woods and Mountains, 
Purling Streams and weeping Fountains ; 
oweetly mournful, ſoft and clear, 

Hark ! the Notes aſcend the Air. 
Faintly gleams the pale-fac'd Moon, 
Mounted on her filver Throne ; 

All around her Thouſand Stars 

Smile, and gliſter from their Spheres ; 
See !. their active, twinkling Beams 

- Riſe reflected from the Streams, þ 
On the Surface how they play ! | 
Trembling ev'ry dying Ray. 
With thy various Bounties bleſt, 
Nature, lead us now to Reſt, 


___— 


Occaſion'd by ſome gentle Rains 


after a long Drought. 
HEE, Mighty God! whoſe boundleſs Pow'r 
And Goodneſs ſhine in all thy Ways, 
We, weak Dependents, would adore, 


Confeſs thy Love, and ſing thy Praiſe. 
E Thou 
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Thou ſtay'ſt the Sluices of the —_— :. 
The ruſſet Vales with Thirſt repine, 
See languid Nature mourning lie, 


And all her flow'ry Pride reſign. 


Creatures, the wonted Care of God, 

| For Food in vain the Meadows tread, 

In vain they ſeek the cooling Flood, 

Dry are the Floods and ſcorch'd the Mead. 


With anxious Eye the Swain ſeirveys 

| The ſick'ning Promiſe of a Crop, 
Oft' mourns th' expected Show'r's delays, | 

The Show'r delay'd, ſtill blaſts his Er 


2 


But Heav'n nn and lo! the Rains 
In ſoft'ning Showrs refreſh the Ground, 
With vernal Bleſſings cloath the Plains, 
And ſpread his Bounties all around. 


Repleniſh'd with his Gifts, the Fields 

smile lovely to the wand ring Sight; 

Each Vale the verdant Treaſure yields, 
All Nature ſmiles with freſh Delight. 


The Ox his wonted Strength regains, 
And ſeems to ſound his Thanks to Heav's n; 
The tender Lamb no more complains, 4 3 
— _—_ owns the Bleſſing giv'n. 


Shall 
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Shall Brutes, ſhall Meads his Care confeſs, 
All Nature, blooming, waft his Praiſe, 
And Man his Bounty not expreſs, 
Nor ſacred Songs of Tribute raiſe ? 


On the ſudden and lamented Death 
of the Reverend Mr. JouN 
Evans, 


Mourn the Soul ſincere, with Goodneſs grac'd, 
And all th' indearing Virtues of the Breaſt ; 
Mild, gen'rous, prudent, humble, unſevere ; 
| Accept, bleſt Shade | the fondly-falling Tear, 
Due to thy lov'd Remains ; what chriſtian Muſe 
The grateful, ſolemn Numbers can refuſe? 


To my Remembrance dear | O Friend belov'd ! 
By all the Virtuous and the Wiſe approv'd ; 
Fain would I ſing, by Friendſhip ſtrong inſpir d, 
Thee, early fled, whom living I admir'd. 


O! ſpeak, fair Charity, his darling Gueſt, 
Was ever Soul like his by thee poſſeſt? 
Methinks I ſee him filently expand 
To the Diſtreſt his charitable Hand; 

Did Orphans Cries e'er reach his Ears i in vain, 


Or drooping Widows unreliev'd complain ? 
| E 2 When 
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When Mortals ſunk in Fortune's adverſe Tide 

His Succour crav'd, or for Advice apply'd, 

Sweet Comfort, ever flowing from his Tongue, - 

Kept from Deſpair ; his Hands redrefs'd the 
Wrong. 


Deaf to Detraction's Voice, his peaceful Mind 
NT ſooth'd the harſh Diſſentions of Mankind; 
Still Foe to Cenſure, and by Pity mov'd, 
He mourn'd thoſe Weakneſſes he diſapprov'd. 


To mend the Heart, his great, his glorious 
Theme 


Was ſtill th' Eſſentials of the Chriſtian Scheme. 


Still on his Lips Perſwaſion pow'rful dwelt, 

In vicious Souls to cruſh the Monſter Guilt ; 

To make to Reaſon ev'ry Paſſion yield, 

Faith, Hope and Love, he ſummon'd to the Field: 
To teach the Soul with Freedom how to ſoar, 

Its God with native Liberty adore ; 

To bid Immortals mount on Seraph's Wings, 
And leave to grov'ling Minds terreſtrial 'Things ; 
Virtue in her alluring Charms to paint, 


And chear with humble Hope the doubting Saint; 


This was thy well-wrought Taſk; O! reſt in 
| Peace, 


Thou dear-lov'd Publiſher of heav'nly Grace! 


O juſt to Virtue's Laws, to Friendſhip's true ! 
When thou departing bid'ſt a long Adieu 
To all the Scenes Mortality diſplays, 


Its ſcorching Sun-ſhine, and its milder Rays, 


Grief 
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Grief on each Face in awful Triumph fat ; 
All wiſh'd thee, but in vain, a longer Date. 


Fpeak, ye Attendants on his laſt Diſcourſe, 

If Grief reſtrain not with its gentle Force, 

How by conflicting Paſſions were ye tot ; 

In Wonder now, and now in Pity loſt ! 

When ſacred Truths, unfiniſh'd, trembling, hung 
Long on his Lips, and faulter'd on his Tongue. 
Tho' ſtrong Convulſions rack d his tott'ring Frame, 
The vig'rous Mind ſtill prais'd its Maker's Name; 
Till ſtruggling Nature in prophetic Throes 

Did the cold Hand of haſt'ning Death diſcloſe ; 
Then, mounting upward to yon' bright Abode, 
He reach'd the full Enjoyment of his God. 


That Moment forming Souls for Heavn, and 


This, | | 
Rapt to thoſe Regions of extatic Bliſs/! 


— 


An bumble PRAYER to the 
D'S EF Y- 
Trov ! whoſe Eſſence None can trace, 


While All thy vary'd Goodneſs ſhare, 
With Rev'rence let my Heart addreſs 


Thy awful Throne in humble Pray 'r. 
Alt- 


2 * 
Na k 5 1 4 7 4 
J 2 S N i I 5 * 
X 4 — 2 
- — gue * 4 
— tem, ger — — — — IS, 7 — 1 Rs" 
g - 


- 
he F, — — SD Se — — ae - _— 4h — a - 
a 8 * 8 l che >. OT > n 
— — — —— . en a 93 
- 


38 MIsc EIL AM Bous POE M 8. 


All-gracious Pow'r ! whoſe Love inſpires, 


The thinking Impulſe in my Breaſt ; 


O! ſatisfy theſe ſtrong Deſires 


That bid me ſeek eternal Reſt, 


Twas Thou that ſpread'ſt theſe ſpacious Plains, 
In Azure rob'd th' expanded Sky; 

Thy Pow'r all Nature {till ſuſtains, 
Nature, that Pow'r withdrawn, would die. 


How bleſt art Thou! thy Pow'r how valſt ! 
Thy Works how exquiſitely fair 


High rais'd above th' ethereal Waſte, 


How bright thoſe trav'ling Worlds appear! 


There moves the glorious Sun, and warms, 
With genial Influence ev'ry Land ; 
Unweary'd his long Rounds performs, 
Obcdient to thy wife Command. 


The Moon, each Star, the Night, the Day, 
Creatures of ev'ry Kind and Name, 

The whole Creation Thee obey, _ 
And joyous, own Thee, GREAT-SUPREME ! 


O! then permit me, heav'nly Power, 


My Makrk, SAviouR, and my KINc, 
Thy bright Perfections to adore, 
Io love, admire and ever ſing. 


To 
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To Thee, whoſe boundleſs, rich Supplies, 
My breathing Frame in Life ſupport, 

Let grateful Praiſe, like Incenſe, riſe 
Accepted in thy heav'nly Court. 


The Mercies to thy Creatures ſhown, 
So' conſtant, num'rous, unconfin'd, 
Let me in Love to Others. own, 


To harſh Reſentment uninclin'd. 


Grant me my Paſſions to ſubdue, 
When Hatred, Envy, Rage excite ; 
To Truſt and Friendſhip make me true ; 


Be thy Commands my ſweet Delight. 
May ſtill thy Grace, that guiding Ray, 


From Sin my erring Feet prevent; 
Grant me Repentance when I ſtray, 
And Pardon oft as I repent. 


When Life's dull March ſhall ceaſe to beat, 
Diſſolving Nature ſink in Duſt, 
O] raiſe me to ſome humble Seat, 
| To dwell for ever with the —_ 


— — 


On the Death of an eſteemd FRIEND. | 


E R Life's tempeſtuous Sea we fail, - 
A Sport to ev'iry Wave; _ 
Now bleſt with an indulgent Gale, 
We dread no latent Grave, 
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We ſpread our ſwelling Sails abroad, 
Each filken Flag advance; 


How ſmoothly o'er the watry Road 
Does our gilt Veſſel dance 


1 But, hark! the foaming Ocean roars, 
See ! Billows reach the Sky, 

The Veſſels daſh'd againſt the Shores, 
How loud the Sailors cry! 


Low in the yawning Deep they fall, 
Then mount the azure Height, 

Till Death's wide Jaws incloſe em all 
In everlaſting Fate. 


Young Sophron, in the Bloom of Years, 
Feels Life decay apace ; 

Sees, but without repining Tears, 

How ſhort his mortal Race. 


_ . His ſhining Courſe, tho' ſwiftly run, 
_— Had Virtue for its Guide; 

= FATHER, (he ſaid) thy will be done, 
| Then clos'd his Eyes, and 1 


If Patience, des Chriſtian Zeal, 
Truth, Temp'rance, Charity, 
\ Weigh down! in Heav'n's deciſive Scale, 


How bleſt muſt Sophron be! 
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"NATURE a4ait 


ROM the vain Cares of buſy Life releas'd, 
Of thoughtful Silence and of Peace poſſeſs d, 
Let me, ſince round the pleaſing Proſpects riſe 
Of Woods, of Vallies, and reſplendent Skies, 
Let me awhile Thee, lovely Nature, trace, 
And view the blooming Features of thy Face. 
How gay the Beauties which thy Frame compoſe ! 
With Fruits and Flow'rs how freſh thy Boſom 
glows ! 
Thou fair Enchantreſs of my wand'ring Eyes, 
How rich, how grand, how various thy Supplies ! 


Hail! bright Production of Almighty Pow'r ; 
In thee thy bounteous Author I adore. 
Whether along thy blooming Vales J rove, 
Or fit inchanted in thy ſolemn Grove, 
Whether thy Hills my Admiration raiſe, 
Or Birds delight me with untutor'd Lays, 
Thee with increafing Raptures ſtill I view, 
Thy Scenes fo charming and ſo ever new. 
Wbo thus illum'd thy blazing Orb, thou Sun, 
we And bid thee round the Cope ethereal run? 
Of vital Heat whence\thy unwaſting Store, 
And whence thy riſing and thy ſetting Hour? 
Say, chryſtal Streams, who taught you thus to flow 
Thro' the ſmooth Vales, er. as ye go? 
Their fragrant Stores who bid the Frs diffuſe? 
Who gave the luſcious Vine its ſtrength'ning Juice, 
Made furrow'd Fields the ſwelling Seed di ond 
ay, 


And call'd the Wheat _ ſpring in waving __ 
\ 
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Ay, what kind Finger o'er th' enamell'd Mead 
Stretch d the green Cow ring, form d the Eng 
Shade? uu |. 
There, lonely reſting, veild from Pbæbur Ray, 
Thus let me ſpend the Eve of Summer's Day; 
With Reaſon calm be ſweet Reflection join d, 
And huſh'd be all the Tumults of the Mind; 


To heav'n- born Peace let ruder Paſſion yield, 


Be all my Soul with God and Nature fill'd. 


Hlail! ! mighty Parent of this wond raus Frame, 
By Inſtinct taught, all Creatures hail thy Name; 
Borne on their new-fledg' d Wings, the Birds 

aſpire, 
Tune their young Thanks, and own th' inſpiring 
| Sire ; 
While the Brute Race, that crop the verdur' d 
| F ield, | 

A ſilent Homage to their Maker yield; 
Each, chearful, owns the vary d — givn 


- {Ih rich, Profuives from the Hand of Heav'n : 


Their Looks a kind of Gratitude betray ; 

(Bluſh, reaſoning Man, leſs grateful far hes they) 
All-hearing Heav'n their Kette Thanks receives, 
Gives the green Food, the Hearing Fountain gives. 
Pay then, my Soul, the, iribute to his Care, 
Admire his Works. his Attributes revere, 

To him Still flaine thy Love, and breathe to aun 


OY Fr. 
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The dying HEAT HEN. 

T EL L me, thou unknown Something, that 
reſid ſt, 1 of fi! | 
Myſterious, in this languid, dying Frame, | 
Whence all thy vait Capacity of "Thought, [ F 
Theſe Faculties of Reaſon and Reflection, | | 
That riſe exulting oer the narrow Bounds =» 
Of weak Mortality, and ſoar aloft | 
To Worlds and Regions of unfading Bliſs, 
And reſt eternal? Whence theſe various Paſſions, 1 
That now tranſport me with the ſpacious Hope 
Of Something bliſsful, vaſt, and unenjoy'd ? 
Then thrilling Fear, with all its hideous Train, 
Suſpicions, black Surmiſes, and Deſpair [ 
Beſet me round with quick-returning Horror, 
And with their venom'd Arrows pierce my Heart. ) 
Thee, Death, to view, how terrible the Thought, 
As juſt approaching, with thy leaden Sceptre, - . 
To waft th'-immortal Soul we know not where! 
Ten Thouſand dark, uncomfortable Thoughts 
Surround us, and benight our wand'ring Minds. 
Say, thinking Pow'rs, unto what diſtant World 
Unknown, thus unattended are ye haſt' ning? 
O Horror! Anguiſh! Fear! Confuſion]! Guilt! 
How ye torment and rack my thinking Soul! 
That, conſcious, of increaſing Vigor ſpurns 
At Death's Advance, and feels ſhe ſhall ſurvive. | 
Eternally, this weak, diſſolving Frame. A 
Forgive me, O ye juſt, ye mighty Gods, 
In what I have offended. Wretched me 
How am I ling'ring kept in dark Suſpence, 
| Hen Bae 2771-2. 
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And cannot be reſolv d! O LicaT Divine ! 
Beam with aſſüring Rays around my Heart, 
Illumine ev'ry Cloud, and open Day 

Celeſtial in my Soul. Methinks I dream. 

J fear I muſt to th' all-difcerning Pow'rs 
Unboſom all my Thoughts, while ev'ry Action 
Shall ſtand reveal'd before my righteous Judge 
Ogmniſcient, and from him receive its Doom 
Never to be revers'd, undying Joys 

Or everlaſting Woe. Elſe whence theſe Pangs, 
Theſe guilt-form'd Tortures in my lab'ring Breaſt? 


How ſoon will this belov'd, this curious Form, 
Convuls'd and gaſping now, deſerted lie 
Immur'd in the dark Priſon of the Grave, 

Cold, uninſpir'd, pale, breathleſs and forlorn, 
Corruption's Prey] But where, O where wilt thou, 
My flutt'ring Soul, be driv'n ? Perhaps in Air, 
Toſt and tormented by the furious Winds, 

Or, hopeleſs, raging in eternal Flames. 

Or Shalt thou (O tranſporting, bliſsful Thought !) 
Be by the Gods to bleſt Elyſium rais'd, 

And tread th' ambroſial Fields, and taſte the Food 
The Immortals taſte, and quaff the flowing Nectar, 
That glides, refreſhing, thro? the bliſsful Shades ? 
There the divine, immortal PLaTo lives, 
Prime Son of Bliſs, whoſe more than human Mind 
Stretch'd its Exiſtence, in his bright Idea, 
Beyond the feeble Line of Life, and graſp'd 
Millions of rolling Years and countleſs Ages 
In his capacious Breaſt ; till, wrapt in Thought, 
His daring Soul forſook her drooping Duſt, 
And ſprung victorious to her native Skies, 


Ah! 
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Ah! now I ſtand upon the Brink of Fate, 
Muſing and ver with diſtreſſing Thoughts 
Trembling, I view th' unfathomable Space, 
The trackleſs, unknown, wide Vacuity, 
Thro' which with Pinions ſwift I'm doom'd to 

ſoar. 
Eternal Worlds, and Regions yet unſeen, . 
Croud on th' ambiguous Fancy, while the Body, 1 
Plung'd in the Depth of mortal Pain and Anguiſh, 

- Groans ſore beneath the agonizing Smart £ 
Of waſting Nature. O the mighty Conflict 
Between theſe dear Cohabitants ! The Soul, 
Reſtleſs, ſeeks out, on Wings of vaſt Defire, 
To find ſubſtantial Joy and endleſs Reſt, | 
Yet grieves to leave her other Self behind. ' 


"Now, now I feel the Strings of Life are breaking ! 
A cold, damp Sweat runs trickling o'er my Limbs. 
Now am I lanching on ſome foaming Sea 


Ye Gods, dire& me to a bliſsful Port ! 


—_— 


_—— 


Univerſal PRAISE. 
INCE. the fair Signatures of Skill divine, 
Almighty Pow'r, and Goodneſs wide diffus'd 
On univerſal Nature ſhine impreſt, ; 


Let univerſal Nature then conſpire 
In various Strains to breathe her Maker's Praiſe, 


Ye Minds ſeraphic, wrapt in Bliſs ſupreme, 
Who feel of flaming Love the extatick Joy, 
| Sublimeſt 


46 MiscgLIANEZOUVS POEMS, 


Sublimeſt Hymns in humble Tribute raiſe 

To him who form'd thus eminently bright 
Your heav'nly Natures ;, at his ſhining Throne 
Proftrate, 3 your immortal Crowns. 


412 1 


And veil your Faces when ye ſing his Praiſe, [F 


Him daily Praiſe, ye Miniſtry of Heav' n, 
Who execute his Meifages of Love. 
Whether, obedient to his high Commands, 
Spreading your beamy Wings, ye N ſoar 
Serene as Light, and active as a 
Along th' immenſe Dominions of the Sky, 

And ſummon to th' eternal Father's Throne 


% 96 . > + 


With ſolemn Trump th' Inhabitants of-Heav'n ; ; 1 


Or, ſwift deſcending from your bleſt Abodes, 
Magnificient, ye viſit Adam's Sons 

Rebellious, and with Warnings ſoft perfwade 
* Obedience, leſt their Obſtinacy urge 
Heav'n's kindling Vengeance; or with Errand kind 
The Soul ſincerely-virtuous ye protect 


- 


From Satan's dire Attacks, when nightly 3 i 


Steal on the Senſe, with ſweet Oppreſſion clos'd 

In Darkneſs. While the calm, unfetter'd Mind 

With heav'nly Viſions, intellectual Bliſs 

Ye fill tranſporting, as Attention firong 

Holds her aſpiring to th” ethereal Worlds, 

Regions celeſtial, undecaying, pure,; 

His rightful Power let. your Obedience own. 

Tho' the fair Eſſence of Angelic Forms 

Pollution foul admit not, yet ye need 

The ſacred Guidance, and the kind Support 
Of Pow'r omnipotent, as Man of your s. 


Shine 
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Shine forth in all thy Majeſty ſupreme, 
Thou chearing Sun, and ſhed thy Influence kind 
From Eaſt to Weſt; let all Creation ſee 
His boundleſs Pow'r ; or when with growing 

Light | 2.4 
Thou rear'ſt ſerenely from the wat'ry Dee | 
Thy dewy Locks, victorious o'er the Clouds, 
That crouding riſe, embattled to oppoſe | 
Thy potent Sway, when with exhaling Heat 
Ls quaff'ſt the Morning Dew; or, mounted 

igh, g 
Thou ſitt'ſt on the blue Circle of the Heav'ns, 
Beaming redundant, and with genial Warmthg 
Wak'ſt to green Births the vernal Univerſe, 
Gladd' ning all Nature; or with ſwift Career 
Thou driv'ſt thy gold- beſpangl'd Chariot down, 
Precipitate along the weſtern Sky, 
Gilding th' Horizon: ſtill beam forth the Praiſe 
Of thy Creator pure. O may, like thee, 
My Steps in regular Succeſſion move 
Around Life's Circle, now the joyous Dawn 
Of young Exiſtence plays around my Heart, 
And chears my op'ning Pow'rs. O may that God, 
Who, prompt by Love, with Energy reſiſtleſs 
Form'd thee exhauſtleſs Splendor as thou art, 
Thou Prime of all the luminary Worlds, 
Deign with his Spirit all- ſufficient, pure 
Me to illumine, leſt the riſing Miſts 
Of Paſſion, Prejudice, or Error cloud 
Reaſon's directing Beam, that Spark divine, 
Giv'n to direct us to th' unfading BowW'rs 
Of endleſs Day. And thou, inferior Orb, 


Of 
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Of fainter Light, thy varying Courſes run ; 
Diſplay thy borrow'd, filver Beams around 
The ſleeping World, advancing ſtill the Praiſe 
Of him who never ſleeps. Ye twinkling Fires, 
Ye other Suns, and Moons, and Syſtems fair, 
Dancing in Order your eternal Rounds, 
Still celebrate his Praiſe. Ye circling Clouds, 
That fail, dilated, thro' the wide Expanſe, 
Borne on the viewleſs Winds ethereal Wings 
Round Heav'ns vaſt Circuit, and dependant move 
By God's impartial, all-directing Hand: 
Whether by Phzbus warm, exhaling Rays 
Ye riſe, collected from the d Damps 
Earth nightly breathes, or Sold the reſtleſs Deep, 
The vaſt capacious Womb of Ocean drawn, 
. Diſcharge in chearing Show'rs your wat'ry Stores 
Soft on the Earth, and dreſs all Nature gay; 
Deck it with Fruits and Flow's, the Will ful- 
filling — ö 3 
Of your Ordainer. Winds inviſible, 
Breathe ye in varying Strains inceſſant Praiſe 
To him, who rides exulting on your Wings, 
Vnſeen, and looks to Nature's utmoſt Verge ; 
Whether along the ſultry Plains ye play, 
Refreſhing mild, or midſt the leafy Trees 
Serenely ſigh thro' all the quiv'ring Grove; 
Or, loudly roaring, with tumultuous Haſte 
Sweep o'er. the Surface of the briny Flood, 
Outrageous, and with fierce Commotion urge 
Billows oer Billows daſh'd, with foaming Force 
Tormenting all the Regions of the Deep. 


Praiſe 
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Praiſe him who form'd thy Vaſtneſs, thou who 


reign'ſt 
Reſiſtleſs Tyrant of the wat'ry Worlds, 
Leviathan, thou Monſter of the Deep, 
Thro' whoſe wide Gills the mounting Billows play, 
And ſeem a flying Sea. Ye leſſer Kinds, 
Who thro' the deep, wide-ſpreading Ocean ſwarm 
Innum'rable, extol your Maker's Praiſe 
In ſilent Homage ; when your ſpangled Sides, 
Ting'd with vermilion Hue, or ſcaly Gold, 
Catch the purſuing Eye delighted, as ye play, 
Up-ſpringing from the tranquil Deep, to view 
'The Ev'ning Sun, and vie with him in Brightneſs, 


Praiſe him, ye furious Beaſts, who nightly range 
The Foreſts wide, and feaſt upon the Prey 
Of your weak Brethren.” Thou, whom Nature 

form'd | 

(Or rather Nature's God) majeſtic, fierce, 
The peerleſs Monarch of the brutal World, 
Let from the Deſert wide, in dreadful Sounds, 
The ſavage Praiſe aſcend. Ye gentler Herds, 
Whom vernal Paſtures feed, in your Degree 
Adore your ſov'reign Lord; his Love ſupplies 
Your daily Wants, for You the ſmiling Fields 
He verdures yearly ; ſee the lovely Spring, 
All-blooming, the delicious Food untold, 
The ſpiral Herbage of the humble Mead, 
Inviting to the Senſe : The various Bleſſing 
Grateful receive. Muſicians of the Spring, 
Gay-feather'd Natives of the green-cloath'd Woods, 
His Praiſes with your ſlender Voices chant, 8 
7 5 8 r 
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Or when with Flight ſublime ye tempt the Sky, 
'And wing the yielding Air, or on the Trees, 
In gently-warbling Airs attune the Groves. 


Ve lofty Pines, ye venerable Oaks, 

Beneath whoſe Shade the Shepherd reſts ſecure, 
Whoſe ſpreading Arms invade the nether Sky, 
Whom raging Storms and Winds in Vain attack, 
Removeleſs as the Centre; know your Birth, 
Bow your aſpiring Heads: 'Tis Rev'rence due 
To him, who form'd you from the ſmalleſt Atoms. 


Bright Image of the Godhead, reasning Man, 

Creature exalted, form'd but juſt below 

Angelic Natures, let thy humble Strains 

His high-rais'd Throne addreſs, the ſacred Song 

From Voices ſweetly varying ; jet awake 

The Organ deep, majeſtically ſoft, 

The Notes with artful Modulation ſwell, 

Blend with the low, the ſhrill-aſcending Sound, 

To fill the bliſsful Choir: But chiefly thou, 

Devotion meek, fair Daughter of the Skies, 
reſent, and in mental Harmony 

ol Homage meet) the gen 'ral Concert join. 


 MisCELLANEOUS FOEMS 
O N 


LORD BaThursT's 


PARK and W O O D. 


EAR me, auſpicious, O ye rural Pow'rs, 
To NOBLIE BATHURST's Scat, and ſhady 
Bow'rs; 
Let round me fly the gaily-feather'd Choir, 
Whoſe warbled Strains diffolve upon the Ear, 
And, Joy inſpiring, gently lull to Reſt 
The wild Emotions of th' impaſſion'd Breaſt. 


When firſt the beauteous Eden we ſurvey, 
Unfolding Shades a gravell'd Walk diſplay, 
Which leads meand'ring ; onward we purſue 
Our filent Courſe, ſecure trom public View ; 
There let me reſt, within that gloomful Cave, 
Rude as old Chaos, peaceful as the Grave, 
That ſeems from ſome rough Rock with Labour 

hewn, | 

A pleaſing, cool Retreat from burning Noon. 
Mild Contemplation willing here retires, 
Sooths the Mind's Anguith, ſoftens all its Cares; 
Silence, inſtructive Silence, reigns around, 
And prompts Reflection with the Gloom profound. 
Here the till Soul (for Man is ſometimes wiſe) 
Views her whole Life with retroſpective Eyes, 
Traces fair Truth's eternal, ſacred Laws, 
And Rules for future Action wilely draws, 

G 2 Faint 


— 
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Faint ſtreams thro' mingled Trees the ſunny Ray, 
Doubtful we trace the long- ſuſpended Day: 

But ſudden, when we leave the lengthen'd Shades, 
Th' apparent God his beaming Glory ſpreads. 
Now vary'd Proſpects chear the roving Eye ; 

The wide-ſtretch'd Plains, the far-expanded Sky, 
The Hills high-tow'ring, and the Vales beneath, 
The intermingling Farms, and flow'ry Heath, 
The Wood-incircled Spires, th' adjacent Grove 
Charm us, along the Terras as we move. 

Be this my Walk when Phæbus wakes the Day, 
The neighb' ring Shade exclude his warmer Ray. 


See yon ſmooth Lake bright-gliſtering from afar, 

And like an Arm of Ocean ftretch'd appear, 

Pleas'd, we behold wide ranging o'er the Lawns 

The horn-branch'd Deer, and wanton ſkipping 
Fans. 

New Objects, ſtill affording new Delight, 

Around us play, and preſs upon the Sight. 

For Proſpect built, a beauteous Temple there 

Swells in Proportion elegantly-fair ; 

To diff 'rent Views remoter Buildings Rand, 

Neat theſe, and thoſe in Gothic Order grand. 

The Proſpects, blending with ſurprizing Grace, 

Adorn, correctly-rude, the bliſsful Place. 

The chearful Greens of various Shades ariſe, 

And, ſweetly mingling, recreate the Eyes; 

Profuſely gay the vernal Bloom appears ; 

The graceful Fir immortal Verdure wears, 

Its youthful Coat eternally will laſt, 

| hich Summer's Heat nor Winter's Cold can blaſt 


Rais'd 
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Rais d on a Column there ſee Anna ſtand. 
Graſping th' imperial Sceptre in her Hand ; 
Surrounding Nations her Alliance ſought ; 
Her Arms victorious whereſoe'er ſhe fought ; 
Ev'n Gallia's Sons were forc'd her Pow'r to own, 
(A due Reward to virtuous Pow'r alone) 
When Br:tain's Thunder thro' the Realms was 

hurl'd, | 
And ſhook with Terror the contending World. 
Here the fair Manſion in full View appears, 
Behind, its ſtately Tow'r a Temple rears, 
Which ſeems the Turret of the beauteous Seat ; 
The ſweet Deluſion makes the View compleat. 
Hence moving, ſee yon parting Woods ariſe, 
And ſtately wave amidit the diſtant Skies ; 
A pleaſing Greatneſs all their Scenes unfold, 
Too vaſt in feeble Numbers to be told. 
Full in the Midſt behold a circling Green, 
Whence various Op'nings all around are ſeen; 
An artleſs Structure in the Centre ſtands, 
Whoſe Summit, gain'd, a pleafing View commands 


O'er all the ſubject Woods, and ſpacious Plains, 


The healthful Shepherd's happy, wide Domains. 


We now deſcend the pleaſing, airy Height ; 
Surrounding Paths our wand'ring Feet invite; 
But ſee, that nobler Viſto tempts our Stay, 
And leads the Eye delighted far away, 

Till fam'd Corinium, once a City fair, 

Lifts to the Sight its Tow'r ſublime in Air, 


Hence guide me, Muſes, thro' th' embow'ring 
Groves, 
Where little Songſters chant their happy 3 
ere, 
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Here, when. the flaming Sun is mounted high, 
And drives his ſcorching Fires along the Sky, + 
When fainting Flow'rs depend their drowſy Heads, 
And Vrlets languiſh on their fragrant Beds, 

When Zephyrus from weſtern Climates blows, 
And panting Herds bencath the Shades repoſe, 
Soft on the moſſy Ground O let me lie, 

Sink into Reſt, and in ſweet Slumbers die, 
While gentleſt Dreams my roving Fancy move, 


With the fond Image of the Maid I love. 


There, far imboſom'd from the Stranger s Sight; 
Where Scenes like Paradiſe our Steps invite; 
A lowly Pile, with antient Order grac'd, 

Stands, half repair'd, and half by 'Time defac'd; 
Imbrown'd with Ape, the cruſted, mould'ring Wall 
Threats the Beholders with a. ſudden Fall ; 

There fix'd aloft (as whilom us'd) we trace 
Imperfect Semblance of the ſavage Race. 

This Pile the Marks of rolling Cent'rics wears, 
Sunk to Decay,----and built ſcarce twenty Years. 
Immortal Pops, the Ho MER of our Age, 

Here oft retir'd t explore the Grecian Page: 

O bleſt with Genius that no Bard can boaſt, 

Loſt to theſe Shades, and to thy BATHURST loſt ! 
Windjor, when firſt thy Foreſts I ſurvey'd, 

In his fam'd Lays all-raviſhing diſplay'd, 

My raptur'd Breaſt was charm'd to ſweet Delight, 
As blooming Nature play'd before my Sight; 

TH ideal Proſpect fo my Fancy rais'd, 

The real Sight could not ſo much have pleas'd. 
This had alone ſecur'd a deathleſs Name, 
And verdant bloom'd in everlaſting Fame, 


0 
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O could my infant Muſe like his aſpire, 
With equal Judgment, and with equal Fire, 


BATHURST, theſe flow ry Walks, and Woods, 
and Plains 


Should live nnn in my n Strains. 


But gen' rous B ATHURST, with his Conſort, 
comes! 


Ye Groves be gay, and laviſh your Perfumes ; 

Be huſh'd, ye Winds, or foft around em fly; 

Be mild, thou Sun; and cloudleſs all the Sky; 

Riſe in your richeſt Dreſs, ye blooming Flow'rs, 

And creep luxuriant round the cooling Bow'rs ; 

Yefeather'd Tribes, your ſweeteſt Tribute bring, 

And while in meltii ing Airs ye gayly ſing, 

All Nature ſmile around, and bloom perpetual 
Spring. 


Nature may ſmile, and Pleaſures rude impart, 
Tis yours, my Loxkp, to blend with Nature Art; 
The noble Plan, adorm d with ev ry Grace, 
Domes, Woods, and Grotts your Taſte refin'd 

confeſs. 
A Por, Gay, SwirT, and e could 
ſhew 
How Humour, Wit, Politeneſs * in You; 
In You how Penetration ſage combine 
And Eloquence, to make the Stateſman ſhine ; 
To fix fair Peace, or urge the Rage of War, 
Let happy Britain's tree-born Sons declare. 


Bleſt 


- l 
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5 Bleſt PA1R! in You each ſocial Virtue ſh* , 
Life's Ocean ſmooths, and all its Streams refinc. ; 
You, like th' O'erflowing of redundant Nile, 
Make the Diſtreſs d thro ev'ry Seaſoh ſmile ; 
Your lib'ral Bounty num'rous Poor confeſs, 


By Labour beſt preſerv'd from Wretchedneſs. 


While vulgar Great-Ones, prodigal of Life, 
| With Temp'rance live in an eternal Strife, 
Or midit unbounded Affluence repine, 
And Joys which bounteous Heav'n allows decline, 
You, bleſt with golden Plenty's chearing Streams, 
Diſcreetly ſteer betwixt theſe wide Extreams. 
4 But whither ſoars my Muſe, too weak to fly, 
: Or mount, unfledg'd, the Circle of the Sky ? 
Not plum'd for Flight, ſhe drops the fault'ring . 
Wing, 
| Reſolv'd no more aſpiring thus to ſing. 
1 Yet noble PEER, and You, fair Dame, forgive 
i This bold Attempt ; th! untutor'd Notes receive. 
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THE END, 


